OF  THE  PROGRESS   OF  THE   SOUL

Two Souls move here, and mine (a third) must move

Paces of admiration and of love.

Thy Soul, dear Virgin! whose this tribute is,

Mov'd from this mortal sphere to lively bliss,

And yet moves still, and still aspires to see

The world's last day, thy glory's full degree,

Like as those stars, which thou o'erlookest far,

Are in their place, and yet still moved are.

No Soul (whilst with the luggage of this day

It clogged is) can follow thee halfway,

Or see thy flight, which doth our thoughts outgo

So fast, as now the lighting moves but slow.

But now thou art as high in heav'n flown

As heav'ns from us; what Soul, besides thine own,

Can tell thy joys, or say he can relate

Thy glorious journals in that blessed state ?

I envy thee, rich Soul!    I envy thee,

Although I cannot yet they glory see:

Aad thou, great Spirit! which her's fbllowM, hast

So fast, as none can follow thine so fast,

So far, as none can follow thine so far,

(And if this flesh did not the passage bar